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bringing the children with us. In Poona we had
interviews several times with Gandhiji at Yeravda.
He always greeted us with great affection and it did
us good to spend some time with him, whenever
permission was granted.

My sister, her children and I were in Bombay
for about a week. It was during this week that I
met Raja. The first time was at a party and as soon
as I entered the room, I noticed him.   He looked
somewhat different from all the others there with
a detached and rather superior air about him that
both annoyed and intrigued me. Though one of the
party, he seemed not to be of it. He sat silent and
aloof, smoking a lovely meerschaum pipe.    Apart
from our introduction we did not speak to each
other at all. I usually notice people's hands when I
meet them for the first time, for, to me they always
seem to speak and to give an inkling into the per-
son's character. So one of the first things I noticed
about Raja were his hands; sensitive and artistic
they seemed to speak volumes for their owner who
was exceptionally quiet. The next time we met was
at a picnic arranged by Raja and another friend at
Juhu.   This time Raja and I talked a great deal,
mostly about books and Communism.   I promised
to send Raja some books from my brother's library.
This was the beginning of our friendship and we
started to correspond with each other.

In May I went with Swarup to Mussoorie for
a couple of months and on our return I decided to
go to Ahmedabad in August to spend some time
with my friend Bharati Sarabhai who was due to
go to Oxford shortly. I wrote and told Raja about
my plans hoping to meet him either at Ahmedabad
or in Bombay. He asked me not to go via Delhi as
I intended doing, but via Bombay. I agreed to do
so. As luck would have it, an old friend of our
. family who happened to be in Bombay at the time